188                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
vised them to move on even at that late hour Some of them did, but they did not get very far.
I lav down next to our soldiers, who were tense in their watchfulness. The Germans were advancing cautiously, a few at a fame, trjing to feel out our strength Our pillbox^ held by Andrew ^nd Scholar and a few others, kept quiet. They let the enemy come very close, then they killed them. Sergeant Putkowski's machine-gun nest from Leszczynska Street kept quiet, too
The stars were still shining in the sky, but the night was tinged with the light of the approaching dawn We could see the Germans in the ruins of the houses on Obozna Street During a lull, we could hear their hobnailed boots ring in the night They were getting ready, too From our side no sound could reach their ears The boys lay motionless on the ground, forming dark patches that seemed like graves in the night The Germans continued to shell us, but no planes had come over as yet, probably because of the darkness
With a wounded soldier, I went down to the cellar again It began to look like an insane asylum. Eyes crazed with fear surrounded me The strain of waiting for death, so much harder than dying itself, was telling on the people
One elderly man was dragging a heavy trunk toward 25 Topiel Street Another, tying the ends of a white sheet idfc> a sizable bundle, approached him.
"What are you taking all that forr
If I must go, why not at least try to save some of my
'And where are you going?*
"What do you mean 'where? Anywhere, where I can find a quieter hole to dig in They say that the Germans me already nestling in those burnt-out houses over there, across the street.*
"What? Already thereF Tte mail with the bundle threv